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Intellect with Compassion 
Alison was a rare person:  whenever you were with her, the world seemed like a better place—kinder, 
rational, humane.   
I first met her during my tenure as director of an NIH institute: the National Institute on Alcohol Abuse 
and Alcoholism (NIAAA).  We met at a lecture I gave in the 1990’s—she was a grantee of our institute –
but our real connection began on the river.  She and her husband Dave were expert whitewater 
canoeists, and my wife, Mary Ellen, and I were novices and finding our way.  They belonged to a canoe 
club we had joined, and soon they were helping us generously and with patience and humor to learn the 
ropes.  Talk about other matters had not yet begun. 
We did eventually correspond on various scientific matters, and when my wife and I began in 2001 to 
visit Winston-Salem, NC so I could study piano with a great teacher at Salem College, we were able to 
meet regularly with Alison and Dave several times a year. 
It wasn’t long before Alison shared with us the thinking, insights, and ethical concerns that governed her 
teaching, her choices of scientific agenda, and her involvement in community affairs.  Not until after her 
death did we learn of her wonderful blog, which she maintained under a nom-de-plume.  Readers of this 
volume are fortunate to have available much of her writing for the public.   
Everything she did, she approached with passion, originality and commitment. This was true of the river 
sports she and Dave shared and loved.  She and Dave were involved in the preservation of rivers, and 
Alison wrote an important review for the American Canoe Association on fatal river accidents and their 
prevention.  The same was true of her concern for battered women.  She worked with everyone in the 
Winston-Salem community involved in helping battered women.  At first it seemed obvious that a 
battered woman should leave the abusing husband, but Alison learned that flight often triggered even 
worse violence.  There was no single, simple solution.  That knowledge enabled her to assist clergy, who 
were often the first contact point for battered women seeking advice, to help more effectively.   
In her university teaching, she was a pioneer in introducing the idea that the ethical conduct of business 
was both a moral obligation and good business practice.  Before she and Dave moved to Philadelphia, 
we learned about her revolutionary curriculum expanding traditional economics and business concepts 
to include concerns about the environment, human rights, quality of life, and long range social goals.  
The syllabus, reflecting Alison’s remarkable intellectual breadth, included thought provoking readings in 
philosophy, history and other subjects far off the beaten path for students attuned more to market 
analysis and accounting theory.  
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Although deep feeling drove her work and thinking, Alison was devoid of sentimentality.  This meant 
that even if a government policy had goals she strongly supported, she tackled the scientific evaluation 
of such policies with energy, intellectual rigor, and thoroughness.  Her work shed critical light on the 
disappointing results of a government program to pay farmers not to grow tobacco.  I encouraged her to 
investigate the difficult question of whether the alcohol beverage industry needed heavy drinkers to 
stay in business.  She soon discovered that the question is more complex than others had assumed.  As a 
step along the way, she and her wonderful colleagues thoroughly reexamined the relationship of alcohol 
consumption to price and concluded that the relationship was much more modest than others had 
suggested. These results were recently published in a major health economics journal with Alison as co-
author. 
Alison and Dave loved each other and all aspects of life, from the serious to the trivial and amusing.  We 
introduced them to Enoch’s remarkable piano teacher at Salem College in Winston-Salem, and from 
then on we all had dinner together at most of our visits to the area.  All became friends, and Alison and 
Dave began to attend concerts at Salem College when Enoch’s teacher performed, and I think they 
enjoyed this live, close exposure to classical music. Our dinner conversations were wonderfully vivid--full 
of stories, laughter, and ideas.  In the heat of discussion, Alison never lost her light touch and sensitivity 
to other peoples’ views.   
At the time of this writing, almost two years since Alison’s sudden death, her memory lives 
undiminished in our minds and hearts.  It has been said of other vibrant people who have left us, but it is 
especially true of Alison:  it is hard to conceive of her as dead.  Her goodness, decency, concern for the 
public welfare, sympathy for the underdog, razor sharp intellect, charm and sense of humor were a 
unique mix.  We were privileged to know her. 
David G. Altman, Ph.D. 
Colleague, Friend, Boss, Mentor, Mentee, Admirer and Friend of Alison’s at Wake Forest University 
Alison was a human concerto of social justice, excellence, empiricism, passion for the future, frustration 
with the status quo and spirituality. While every human brings a unique combination of skills, interests 
and emotions to the world, Alison stood out as truly unique and inspirational to those around her. She is 
one of the only quantitative economists who could write poetry and short stories with the elegance of a 
macro-economic equation. She believed both in the power of markets and in the obligation that we all 
have to help those who are distressed economically. She did not tolerate bravado, superficial thinking or 
bullying. She embraced hard working, spiritually deep people who needed a shoulder to rest on or 
words of encouragement. Her ability to write, whether personal essays, quantitative papers for peer 
review in scientific journals, emails, or think pieces was frankly unparalleled in the worlds in which I 
traveled. When she sent me something that she wrote, I knew I would be challenged intellectually and 
emotionally and I knew that I would learn something I didn't know before. When she faced a life-
threatening illness, she approached her treatment with a juxtaposition of indomitable spirit and fear 
about how her loved ones would be affected. Even in her darkest days, she never lost connection to the 
power of words and relationships. Her husband, Dave, whom she loved deeply, provided her with a 
counterweight to help channel her passion and emotion. She talked about him often and always with 
reverence and admiration. Her memory lives with us and is a blessing and source of strength to all who 
were privileged to know her. I miss you, Alison.  
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Kevin D. Frick, PhD 
Professor 
Johns Hopkins University 
Colleague, Friend, Fellow Thinker 
I first met Alison in 1996.  I was about to finish my PhD at the University of Michigan and become a 
father for the first time.  I was interviewing for a job at Hopkins.  She helped to convince me that the job 
at Hopkins would be a good one.  I was offered the job and accepted. 
Ironically, despite the fact that she was integral in bringing me to Hopkins, our friendship only grew so 
much while she was here.  We were on different floors, and sometimes the communication gap 
between colleagues on different floors is as big as the gap between colleagues on opposite sides of the 
world.  And as we learned, it was actually bigger.  We connected more via email and telephone 
conversations than we ever really did in person. 
We turned to each other as listeners when each of us was considering moves.  I looked at other places 
but never left Hopkins.  She looked and made two moves after Hopkins.  The last bringing her to Drexel 
where she was absolutely happy.  I had an opportunity to have dinner with her in Philadelphia once 
while I was attending a professional conference, and I can't say that I'd ever seen her happier.  She was 
at the height of having her personal life and professional life exactly where she wanted them. 
And as she and I moved on in our careers, we realized that we cared about overlapping things.  Despite 
the emphasis on research, each of us cared dearly about sharing our knowledge with others.  She, 
mostly through her writing.  I, through teaching in the classroom and online.  And we listened some 
more. And we shared ideas.  And we wrote several things together.  Several things about sorting out 
relationships that others had not thought much about before. 
She not only pursued what she wanted with an incredible focus once she figured out what she wanted, 
but she encouraged others to do the same and facilitated others' doing that whenever she had the 
power to do so. 
She once compared me to Eric Liddell-the runner and Christian missionary to China who was one of the 
two prime athletes featured in Chariots of Fire.  That is one of the most flattering comments, anyone has 
ever made about me.  That was a sign that she paid attention to what I was interested in - my running 
and my spirituality.  We discussed some pretty deep things about spirituality sometimes.  I don't think I 
ever had the insight that she had.  But I have spent ten years teaching Sunday school, seven playing with 
a worship band, and several blogging about my spiritual awareness or lack thereof.  She always had 
something to add or comment on. 
What each of us shared also a sense of spirituality.  Her sense that, despite being trained as an 
economist with standard models that have people caring about nothing other than their own material 
welfare, we are all truly part of something bigger.  Or, if we think about Maslow's hierarchy, the 
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realization that while some people spend their whole lives just trying to make sure that their basic needs 
are taken care of, the fact that it is a blessing and sometimes a bit of a luxury to be able to spend time 
pondering things at the top of the hierarchy - the meaning of life, our own sense of generatively, and so 
forth. 
What was great about Alison was that she thought in terms of deeper meanings.  More personal 
meanings.  Meanings that went beyond the simple and simplistic.  She thought about how ethics and 
economics fit together.  She thought about how people interacted with each other. She worried about 
things other than making out the best that each of us could for ourselves. 
She was driven.  She sought to answer "big questions".  She sought to answer them fully.  She sought to 
explore them deeply. 
And when she interacted with others, especially those who were so lucky to get to know her well and to 
spend time talking with her outside workplace settings when everyone could just be at ease, she sought 
to find out what drove other people.  What were their "bigger questions"? What were their "bigger 
goals"?  What were their personal issues?  What "made them tick"? She knew that it was not about 
being selfish but about taking one's gifts and being true to oneself and making the most of oneself.  Only 
after that was done could a person really help anyone else. She realized how we all fit together.  And 
that ultimately, if each of us could spend some time to figure out what we cared about most and to 
pursue that, we would all be better off. 
Her ability to probe.  Her ability to think about the bigger picture. Her ability to encourage others to 
think about the bigger picture were all amazing and comforting.   Her listening.  Her appreciation.  Her 
willingness to share.  Her willingness to pay attention.  Her willingness to give constructive criticism.  All 
great things in a colleague.  All great things in a friend who shares your pursuits. 
I like to think I am good at "connecting dots" in my life.  Alison, though, was amazing at that.  And it 
showed in how she organized herself and built up her own work.  And it showed in how she helped 
others to find their worth. 
So, if spirituality is about realizing that we are all part of something bigger, pursuing whatever that 
means for oneself, and helping others to find a way to pursue the same, I can't think of too many people 
I know who were better at that than Alison.  Especially once she finally became completely comfortable 
with where she was in her career. 
Today, we are honored to have an annual health economics award at Johns Hopkins in her name.  Her 
memory lives on.  It is a rich memory indeed. 
Sheila A. McMillan, MBA 
Community Education & Training Advocate in Domestic Violence 
Colleague & Assistant to Dr. Alison Snow Jones at Drexel University’s School of Public Health, 
Department of Health Management and Policy 
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Alison means “noble exalted nature”. A unique and meaningful name for a compassionately fierce 
woman. She was a leader in her own right. During early biblical times women leaders were uncommon 
in Israelite society, although they were not unheard of. In this time of the judges, when Israel was 
spiritually malnourished, in a state of civic disorder and oppressed by its enemies, a woman named 
Deborah stepped up to the challenge. She was the only woman to hold position of judge in Israel. Her 
character was one who believed God and whose courage aroused the people, enabling them to throw 
off foreign oppression (Judges 4-5). 
 
I believe that God sent Alison into the world to arouse the people to ward off the oppression of life. My 
relationship with her as an assistant and colleague at Drexel University was one of encouragement to 
continue to fight the injustices of Domestic Violence against women. For each presentation, paper, blog 
creation, I sense her spirit advising me on how to impart the wisdom she worked and believed in. 
 
Reference: Spangler, A.; Syswerda, J. 2007. Women of the Bible. Zondervan Publishers. 
Ravi Pandian                                                                                                          
Colleague at Drexel School of Public Health 
Alison was tough and kind at the same time - analytically sharp as nails with soft, humanitarian edges.  A 
great boss.  
 
Lindsay Lawer 
Doctoral Advisee, Drexel University 
To me, the most remarkable and resonating thing about Alison Snow Jones was that she made 
tremendous impact on so many different levels. Her blog impacted the field, her research impacted 
several genres of study, her teaching impacted class upon class, but arguably and most importantly of 
all, if you met Alison one-on-one, she markedly impacted you individually. As a fellow woman trying to 
work and study my way into also making an impact in many settings where the odds are set against me, 
watching Alison so gracefully and effectively create visible change was inspiring.  
In addition to her professional success, Alison always kept one eye on non-work life. She often spoke of 
how much she and her husband loved the move to Philadelphia and were learning to be “city rats.” As a 
full time doctoral student with a demanding full time job, Alison was always checking in with me, asking 
if I was getting enough sleep or finding time to get outside for some “fresh air.”  
Laura Myers “Laurie” (now Laurie Lafontaine)                                                           
Childhood friend 
Alison made everyone she met feel like they are her best friend, and it is in the most sincere way too. I 
only wish that I were the gifted writer that Alley always was.  Yes, she was known as Alley to me even 
though she hated that nickname and made mostly everyone else call her Alison.  But I earned that right 
with her. You see we were friends from the minute we knew we were alive and shared adventures.  The 
reason that she earned the nickname Alley is because her name was Alison, and she lived on the corner 
of the alley that I lived on.  We were childhood friends that lived in the same neighborhood.  There was 
another neighborhood friend, Jeannette, that hung out with us and completed that circle of our 
incredible childhood days.   
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When she was in junior high, her family sold their part of the family-owned furniture store and moved to 
York, PA.  It might as well have been the moon to us back in those days.  For a few summers I would take 
the bus and go visit her for a week during summer vacation.  She would come back to Indiana a few 
times a year to visit family.   
 
Then her grandparents died, and her family never came back to our town of Indiana, Pa.  Indiana was 
and is a small town where the most famous native son is Jimmy Stewart of the "It’s A Wonderful Life" 
fame. And really Alley also had those same characteristics of a small town girl.  As time went by, we lost 
touch for all those years.  Then in 1990, I was giving a presentation to a church group about a project 
near and dear to my heart.....turning an abandoned railroad track into a trail.  One of those people in 
attendance was her Aunt Timmi.  During a conversation with Aunt Timmi she said her last name was 
"Jones".  I told her I had a best friend from grade/junior high name Alison of the same last name.  She 
said that was also her niece’s last name.  She contacted Alley who then wrote to me and the rest is 
history.   
 
We reconnected as mature women after all those years and it was as though time had stood still for us.  
We just picked up where we left off, except for some of the truly dangerous stunts of our younger days.  
What a blessing.  She took a sabbatical in '94 >and came to stay in our vacant farmhouse on our farm 
and exorcise some demons and rediscover her roots.  Those roots that we shared and were forever 
intertwined. What is interesting is that railroad at the bottom of our hill where we grew up was that 
railroad line that was abandoned causing me to become a rail trail advocate that led me to a 
serendipitous meeting with her aunt that reconnected us after all those years. As we grew up, we 
shared a foundation that guided us all through these years and made both of us who we were.  She was 
always the brightest star of the three of us.  To this day, when I close my eyes I can feel the warm 
sunshine on my arms as we slurped along the shoreline of McCreary's pond with the dogs looking for 
frogs and leaches; hear the crunch of gravel under bike tires as we rode down tree-lined dirt roads; 
roamed White's Woods making paths and trails where none existed, swinging from grapevine to vine all 
the while doing the Tarzan yodel; biking out to Waddell's pasture to find the horses way back in the 
woods of 100 acres then  climb on bareback, no bridle or any form of control, while they galloped "hell 
bent for leather" back to the barn with us hanging on for dear life experiencing the closest thing to flying 
any human being will ever experience.    
 
Too many other adventures to fit in a short space.  We shared a lifetime in those precious early years as 
young girls.  All the things we did, made us who we were to become.  And we all know how Alison filled 
every space in her life doing incredible things.  She burned so brightly she just burned out too soon. I will 
always miss Alison.  Part of her is spread to the wind, trees, and earth of the very best place we loved in 
all the world---White's Woods.  Every day I walk on paths that we pioneered back in our days of youthful 
abandonment, smiling holding the essence of my very dear, best friend Alley.  
 
Jeannette Chimino                                        
Best friend of Alison 
Growing up in the small western Pennsylvania town called Indiana, was fun, safe and pretty much 
carefree for most of us.  Alison lived 4 houses away from me on Washington Street, and our other best 
friend Laura (we now call Laurie), lived on Fisher Ave, just around the corner. 
White’s woods were where we spent most summer days.  We thought we discovered a hidden treasure 
with the cave and overlook cliff in the woods, we would do our version of the Tarzan call, just to hear it 
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echo over the cliff and thru the woods.  Alison, Laurie and I would play for hours in the woods never 
having fear of getting lost or any other dangers.  I guess are parents were never really worried either.  
We would sit on the cliff looking over our small town, thinking this is our special place. 
Alison loved nature, animals any living creature we had dogs, cats, birds whatever we could have or find 
to bring home.     
Alison was studious, and loved to read.  She would always have a book in her hand when she was home.  
I remember how she enjoyed sitting in her kitchen nook, which we thought was the coolest kitchen.  I 
remember her telling me (I think it was the home in Winston/Salem that Dave and she bought) that it 
also had a kitchen nook, and she said “This is the house.” 
Alison was beautiful with her tall slender stature, dark hair and blue eyes.  Alison never thought of 
herself as pretty.  This is probably the only area where she did not have any confidence.  In the 60’s 
Alison’s family moved east to I think the York, Pa. area.  I would not see Alison again until the 90’s 
I got the call from Laurie that Alison was coming to Indiana and wanted to get together. In the late 
1990’s Alison, Laurie and myself met, we all aged, but time did not change the beauty of Alison.  Alison 
had that special quality of making you feel you are the greatest friend she ever had; she always referred 
to Laurie and I as her special childhood friends.  I should not have been amazed at how much Alison 
accomplished in her life.  Alison will always be the brightest, warmest person I know, I would tell others 
of the most brilliant friend I have.  
Late 2011, Laurie, myself and another friend of Alison’s made a special trip to Whites woods for a finale 
goodbye to our friend.  We spread some of her ashes at the overlook cliff; Laurie gave her the famous 
Tarzan call one last time.  
Reverend Tammy Wooliver, MDiv, ACPE, Inc. Supervisor 
Episcopal Chaplain at Johns Hopkins when Alison was a Cancer Patient  
 
I remember her love of kayaking and the outdoors...her openness to discussing spiritual matters, which I 
loved.  And that even though her faith waned, she insisted on communion (yes she is the one who 
taught me to use sanitary communion elements).  She was a brave soul who faced her illness head 
on...meaning being honest about her feelings as she experienced them...not apologetic or with 
guilt...just expressing her truth as she experienced it. I hoped for her healing but knew that the odds 
were against her.  She had so much left that she wanted to do.   
 
T. Sharee Fowler, PhD 
Friend, colleague, and mentee 
 
Teilhard de Chardin wrote that we are not human beings having a spiritual experience, but rather 
spiritual beings having a human experience. I think Alison, in fact, stood at the intersection with a deep 
understanding that it was both/and. Alison embraced her humanity and what it means to be human, 
while wrestling with and exploring her sense that there was something beyond. She lived her life with a 
graceful and fierce spirit, knowing that there was always room for growth and reflection. Intelligent and 
wise, Alison was willing to laugh at her own foibles with humility. She was a fighter and a cheerleader, 
believing in fairness and compassion. She was real.  
 
A mutual friend of ours read the following prayer by St. Francis at Alison's memorial service in North 
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Carolina. It captures her essence well and reveals the gifts that she provided to many of us through her 
scholarship, friendship, and mentoring. 
   
 
May God bless you with discomfort at easy answers, half truths, and superficial relationships, so 
that you may live deep within your heart.  
May God bless you with anger at injustice, oppression, and exploitation of people, so that you 
may work for justice, freedom and peace.  
May God bless you with tears to shed for those who suffer from pain, rejection, starvation and 
war, so that you may reach out your hand to comfort them and to turn their pain into joy.  
May God bless you with enough foolishness to believe that you can make a difference in this 
world, so that you can do what others claim cannot be done.  Amen. 
 
Patience Renzulli                                                           
Childhood Friend 
... I woke this morning from a dream about my late best friend, Alison. I was crying. Oh, thank God, it 
was only a dream. 
 
I have a history of these dreams. I waited for two years to dream about my mother. She died when I was 
twenty. I looked forward to seeing her in my dreams. When I finally did, I dreamed I found her, alive and 
well. It had all been a misunderstanding.  
 
"You're alive," I cried! Thinking her to be dead had been a strange and terrible mistake, and she was not 
only alive but glowing with health. "You're alive, alive, alive!!!" 
 
"Yes." She dismissed my elation with a roll of her dream eyes, something she would never have done in 
real life. "I have a doctor's appointment. Can you drive me? I can't find my keys." 
 
The dream was in dull black, white, grey. I drove my mother to the doctor's office, where we were told 
that she had cancer for real now, and was dying.  
 
Sucker punch. 
 
I had that dream over and over again, and each time I woke sobbing and exhausted. 
 
So, I should not be surprised that when I dreamed of Alison this morning, she was in a coma, and I was 
solely responsible for her care. I also had to walk the dogs - all of them, past and present, all at once - on 
a steep ledge in a slippery wet snowstorm. I came in from the walk and rolled my best friend Alison 
over, so she wouldn't develop bedsores, but my hands were so cold. I felt horrible because I wanted to 
put fresh linens on her bed, and a cute pair of flannel pajamas on her, but there was no time. I was late. 
 
In real life, the real Alison and I loved to talk about our dreams and what they meant. She was the first I 
told about the dream about my mother. We spent hours together. Each of us in not great relationships. 
We rode our horses together. We spent hours driving to horse stuff. Alison was generous enough to 
take me and my horse in her truck and trailer. We talked and laughed and listened and understood and 
valued each other. We talked religion and spirituality. We talked personal growth and politics. We talked 
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food and oh we talked about those relationships we were in, each of us wishing better for the other, and 
we talked horses, horses, horses. We talked family. We talked, and talked, and talked. We encouraged, 
supported, and believed in each other. 
 
She went back to school - Johns Hopkins, no less - to get her Master's, and then her Doctorate. I went to 
nursing school and got remarried. We moved and lost touch. We reconnected because Alison found this 
blog, and we became friends on Facebook. Those missing years evaporated, poof, and unlike my dream 
of my mother, Alison had survived an unsurvivable cancer, and we were right where we had been. She 
was enamored of the whippet puppies I raised and was seriously considering one from my next litter. 
 
And then my friend Alison, in real life, died. At the height of her career. Married to the love of her life, 
thank God, a wonderful man whom she adored. Inexplicably, she was gone; sudden cardiac death.  
 
Why did I dream of her last night?  
 
Because beautiful Ali the whippet had come to visit? Alison the person had thought Ali the puppy (then 
cleverly called Brindle Girl) was beautiful. Ali the whippet is so well-named, that when I am around her, 
it is as though there is a tangible part of Alison present. And part of her spirit. I can't put words to it, 
without sounding like a candidate for an intervention in a long term care facility. But it's real and 
powerful. 
 
Because I miss my friend Alison's professional voice in this maelstrom of political “blah blah blah” about 
economics? She would have made it all clear; that was her field and she was quickly rising to the top of 
it. She was brilliant. (Anyone who could make me understand economics had to be.) Paul Krugman 
quoted her. 
 
Because I am at a Strange Place in my life? Oh how I wish she could read this and email me her 
thoughts.  
 
She would make me laugh about it, I know. I mean, acrophobic me walking my dogs up a steep, narrow, 
slippery, icy, frigid ledge in a blinding storm, while my comatose friend needed to be turned? Gee, what 
could it mean? We would laugh until the water we were drinking would come out our noses. (Okay, that 
would be me. Alison had more class. But we would have laughed until our bellies hurt.) I miss her.  
 
Sarah Lancaster 
Neighbor 
 
Alison and Dave lived next door to me in Winston-Salem, NC. We shared a driveway which is where we 
often visited. Alison and I would stand in the driveway for as much as 2 hours sometimes talking about 
politics, religion, family, etc. Her intellect and range of knowledge continually amazed me. I would leave 
the driveway feeling validated when we agreed, challenged when we didn't, and always energized by 
the conversation. I would often get a follow up email later in the day with a link to a NY Times article 
that covered something we had talked about. I loved those conversations, and I miss them and Alison. 
 
Bob Whiting                                                            
Monocacy Canoe Club                                           
Frederick, Maryland 
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 “Bob Whiting, that’s geezer juice you’re drinking!”  It has been a practice of mine to chug a bottle of 
Ensure (or a cheaper store brand) at the start of a river trip, because I need an energy boost having 
usually eaten breakfast several hours earlier and knowing that my body will run low on fuel before lunch 
stop.  Alison found my explanation to be amusing.  With fondness, I have remembered this exchange, in 
addition to her habit of addressing me by first and last name, as if they were one 3-syllable word.  
Several years later, when Alison was struggling with health issues, she commented about lacking energy 
and not being able to eat well enough.  Now it was my turn.  With a smile, I offered:  “Perhaps you need 
some of my geezer juice.”  Yes, she had tried that, but without success.   
I knew Alison and Dave from the river, and our friendship had grown beyond that.  However, at the 
memorial service for Alison, I learned there was so much more to her that, previously, I had only a hint 
of.  I was amazed at the extent of her endeavors.  Dave commented that even he learned things about 
his wife that he had not known. 
Still, my memories are primarily from the river.  Around a campfire one evening near the North Branch 
of the Potomac River, a large group of paddlers toasted Alison and Dave at their wedding “reception”, 
while enjoying beer, wine, and plates of Wendy Schmidt’s arroz con pollo.  In addition to paddling rivers 
in the mid-Atlantic states with Alison and Dave, there were days of paddling in North Carolina after they 
moved to Winston-Salem, and a western trip to rivers in Jackson Hole, Wyoming.   
There was a weekend on the “Lower Yough”, a popular section of whitewater on the Youghiogheny 
River in western Pennsylvania, which would push my intermediate level skills to the maximum.  I had not 
paddled there before and was apprehensive about attempting those rapids.  But Alison and Dave 
shepherded me through.  Before each rapid, Alison would brief me on how to run it, then Dave led, and I 
followed.  My performance may not have looked impressive, but as we say on the river: “Upright is all 
right”.  What a great combination:  Alison’s knowledge and Dave’s skills. 
Paula Knapp Kupstas, PhD   
Richmond, VA 
Friend of Alison 
I knew Alison for over two decades.  It wasn’t long enough.  We met when I began the doctoral program 
in health economics at the Johns Hopkins School of Public Health.  From the start, her keen intellect, 
devotion to family and friends, and diverse interests were apparent to me.  I am still learning just how 
complex and multifaceted Alison was, and of the varied ways in which she touched people’s lives. 
Alison enriched and influenced my life in ways large and small.  She was fun to be around, whether we 
were playing golf, trying a new restaurant, or she was explaining the intricacies of dressage to me.  
When I moved back to Virginia to work on my dissertation, she invited me to stay in her home whenever 
I came to Baltimore.  And, she would prepare the most amazing meals!  After I ended a dating 
relationship and was feeling very bad about it, Alison invited me to drive up and join her for a visit to her 
parents.  Her parents were so gracious.  During that weekend, Alison would gently suggest that I might 
be holding David to unrealistically high standards.  She was right.  David and I married in 1999, not long 
after Alison and Dave married, and they were there to celebrate with us.     
I still have a 2006 email from Alison that she sent in response to a Christmas card and photo of David, 
our daughter and me.  She wrote “I can't tell you how it pleases me to see the photos, Paula, and read 
about all you're doing. Every once in a while I remember that weekend at my parents when you and 
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David "broke up." When St. Pete asks me to list the good things I did in life (God willing I get to the 
pearly gates!), I'm gonna tell him that one of them was encouraging your relationship with David...”   
A list of the good things Alison did in life.  I smile just thinking of the list we could all prepare. 
Michael Snow Jones                
Brother 
What do we have to show at the end of life?  Words are all I have today.  They won't fill the hole left by 
the death of my sister Alison.  
She was there, helping me through life from my earliest memories.  Advising me, cautioning me, 
showing me loopholes in the rules and regs of the grown-ups.  She introduced me to the Beatles, and 
Jimi Hendrix.  She took me on my first trip to New York City.  I followed her around the horse circuit a bit 
when I was in college.  My first week in high school geometry class, my teacher made a big deal that as I 
was Alison Jones’ brother, and that as such, great things would be expected from me.  She found the 
best medical doctors in the country for me when I was confronted with the need for them, twice in my 
life.  It seems that Ali was paving the way for me through much of my life.   She gently set a standard for 
me to strive for, while easing my way through some of life's rough patches.  She was a ready-made 
personal fan club of mine, but like a Philadelphia fan she wouldn't hesitate to set me straight if I fell 
short of what she thought I was capable of.  
In 1997 she picked me up at Baltimore Washington Airport one day, and asked if I would like to go 
kayaking the following weekend.  I hadn't known she had taken up the sport till that moment.  Her 
invitation changed my life.  She introduced me to a dance down this planet’s liquid arteries in boats.  I 
lived to tell the tale, and then we laughed and reminisced about our exploits around a campfire.   The 
kayaking trips were some of my favorite times with her.   Whatever hubris we painted our adventures of 
the day with, we knew the river would never humble itself to us, and we would forever remain novices 
in the school of this particular dance. Humility was one of Alison's finer qualities.  She had a big heart 
and made room in it for anyone who showed kindness.  Should those lucky enough to meet her be 
intelligent as well that would be even better, for she was, in fact, smarter than the average bear.  
She had a good sense of humor.  When she battled cancer, she never let anyone tell her she wouldn't 
win and she composed a great series of stick-person cartoons illustrating some of the fallacies she was 
presented with by the medical establishment and others.  
When we both started blogging a few years ago, I think we grew even closer.  Having this new forum to 
inject her ideas into the world, and her positive reception by the blogosphere was, I think, a balm to the 
feeling of futility that may at times have intruded into her sense of the fairness of the political and 
economic paradigm we live in.  Alison’s gentle manner with her readers and her willingness to consider 
all viewpoints helped her advance her ideas even farther than had they been presented in a more 
overbearing manner.   The response of her readership to her passing helps me wrap my mind around 
the power of the medium and her voice within it, and informs me that she was not speaking in a 
vacuum.  Like seeds sown on an electronic wind, I think her idea for the necessity of a moral or ethical 
component for Capitalism to fulfill its promise has penetrated the real world and will hopefully continue 
to grow. 
In the last 14 years of her life, whitewater boating, and then blogging brought us closer, and cemented 
in my mind how much I loved and admired her.  I think the boating was a way in which she served 
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herself, and I think her work in economics and blogging were the ways in which she served humanity.  
She balanced the two well and I am proud to have called her my sister and friend.  
When a person looms large in one’s life, as my sister does in mine, her absence is not an intellectual 
construct so please accept my apologies for talking so much of myself, and the effect Alison had on me 
today.  Life without her seems a bit like a planet that has been struck by a giant meteorite, blasting a 
large part of a perfectly centered sphere away.  The resulting imbalance, I suspect, emotional gravity 
and time will level and smooth out.  I know Alison’s untimely death has left more than a few of you here 
today in need of re-balancing your own lives.  I suppose that is one reason we gather here:  to help 
smooth off the rough bits left from our loss and to help each other level and fill the void which is left in 
our lives by her absence.  
What do we have to show at the end of our lives?  I know that love is part of what remains.  Alison loved 
and admired all who are gathered her today.   I'm heartened to see so many of her friends and our 
family, and know many of you will miss her as much as I do.   
Rest in peace Ali. 
Meredith Jones Frost                                     
Sister 
Reflections on My Sister 
To say that I would not be who and where I am today without my sister Alison is a gross 
understatement. She was the one who led me as she led so many of her students. We had many 
journeys together, but there are several I treasure above all others. We began as siblings and finished as 
fellows on a spiritual journey that, although painful, would have been so much harder without her 
leadership and companionship. 
Even as a child, Alison was an activist. She lobbied for things she thought she needed or wanted. She 
stood up to what she saw as injustices in our family and at school. You always knew where Alison stood 
on everything.  Early on, they reflected the normal things a child her age cared about. As she got older, 
she took me under her wing. She included me in things she did with her friends and to this day I feel like 
her friends are my friends. She was protective of me and our brother Mike, perhaps more so after the 
death of our mother. Even though we were all adults, she still looked out for us. She often helped me 
when I had questions in my job or in school. Above all she tried to encourage self confidence for both of 
us. 
Alison was a mentor to so many, including me. We both took courses in college on the Bible and learned 
about Judaism and Christianity. We found a church that we attended in Baltimore and explored our 
religious beliefs. We talked for hours about what made us uncomfortable about Christianity as it is 
practiced by many today. We shared our insights and questions, what we want out of our journey, and 
what we found hardest to get past. Her opinion always carried more weight with me than anyone else 
because I knew we were coming from the same place. Yet when I moved toward Buddhism and she 
toward Unitarian Universalist, she wasn’t threatened by our divergence. 
We used to stand with our arms around each other and sing “Sisters” from the movie White Christmas. 
As a term of affection, she always called me her littermate. At Christmas, she did dramatic readings of 
some of the more cringe-worthy Christmas letters (with running commentary).It was hysterical. When I 
was feeling sad, she always listened to what was bothering me, and said, “Buck up little buckaroo”. She 
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was the first of us to grow up and she dragged the rest of us kicking and screaming, including my 
parents. I felt treasured by Alison. She taught me the importance of love. 
When she was diagnosed with non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma, the thought of losing her brought me sheer 
terror. I couldn’t imagine my life without her. In my panic I became superstitious; I refused to finish a 
book she had lent me because I was sure if I finished it she wouldn’t survive. I sat in church alone one 
evening and prayed, bargained and begged. I offered myself in her place, I agreed to any amount of 
unpleasantness for myself if God would just spare her. I knew, sitting there, that you can’t bargain with 
God and I asked him to please spare her because she deserved more time. When she survived, I was so 
incredibly grateful and over the remaining years of her life, I repeatedly thanked God. I am still grateful. 
Joni Carter 
Friend 
 
The Herb of Remembrance 
  
Like sunlight glancing off river water 
And filtering through tree canopies, 
The radiance within her 
Poured out to envelope everyone she loved. 
  
By seeing the best in me, 
She inspired me to fly. 
When she left the earth behind 
To become part of the limitless universe 
A hole opened in my heart. 
She comes on wings 
To fill it. 
  
Walking along the sidewalk of a small town, 
Inches from me 
A hawk flies 
From a dense rosemary plant pressed against a warm brick wall. 
The evergreen scent drifts in her wake 
As she soars high into the clear December sky. 
 
Jenn Taylor, PhD, MPH                                         
Friend 
Assistant Professor 
Director of Curricular and Educational Activities 
Drexel University School of Public Health, Department of Environmental & Occupational Health 
I knew Alison since she came to Drexel. For most of that time our offices were right next to each other. 
We made plans, launched schemes, and shared stories. I thought we had all the time in the world to 
develop our relationship and was looking forward to that. I wrote the following poem two days after 
Alison died as a way to deal with my aching heart. I felt sad and filled with regret for what I would never 
have with her, and also very glad to have had the time I did. I went from mad to glad. It was really hard. 
She was my mentor and friend:  a woman who had a generosity of spirit so rarely seen. 
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The Kayaking Girl 
(for Alison Snow Jones) 
 
I once met a woman, articulate and bright 
Through her eyes shown a most particular light 
A mix of intelligence, critique, and keening 
(good tools in a life on a search for meaning) 
She came into and out of my life in a whirl 
I wish I knew more about the kayaking girl. 
 
A boat and the mountains, such was her style 
She was at home on the water for a good long while 
A voice filled with adventure, a heart soft like moss 
I could reach for her hand and my fears I could toss 
Right over the rapids her boat she would twirl 
I wish I had gone with the kayaking girl. 
 
She was a maiden, a marvel, so zen with a pen 
She was brilliant, inspired, and such a great friend 
She gave so much of herself without regard for the time 
Oh, how will we ever find another such mind? 
When I think of her gone, my fingers to fists do curl 
Because I wish I had more time with the kayaking girl. 
 
